Filiations 'With the Metaphysical^
Better to walk forth in the murderous air
And wash my wound in the snows; that would be healing;
Because my heart would throb less painful there.
Being caked with cold, and past the smart of feeling.
And where I went, the hugest winter blast
Would have this body bowed, these eyeballs streaming,
And though I think this heart's blood froze not fast.
It ran too small to spare one drop for dreaming.
Dear love, these ringers that had known your touch.
And tied our separate forces first together,
Were ten poor idiot fingers not worth much,
Ten frozen parsnips hanging in the weather.
It is this mixture of wit and passion which gives so fresh a
turn to his poetry, whether he engage in theological fencing,
embroider with extravagant humour upon the bare fabric of
a folk-tale, or paint a modern landscape with figures, young
or old, that suddenly stretch out hands to squeeze the heart.
There is Janet, who runs out into the morning to see how her
brown hen is faring and who, finding it dead of a bee-sting,
will 'not be instructed in how deep* is the kingdom of death.
There is the old man in war-paint and feathers dancing with
his grandsons 'around a back-yard fire of boxes', who to the
chiding of his son, their father, responds with a silence which
declares: 'This life is not good but in danger and in joy5,
repents the 'middling ways' of his own years of discretion, and
promises that he will 'be more honourable in these days'.
There are Jane Sneed and John Black, who are the typical
lovers of metaphysical poetry in being
one part love
And nine parts bitter thought. ..
as well as many another troubled pair and troubling solitary.
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